THE GLASS OF WATER
IF we could but forget by heart The many things we never knew, Should we not give a greater part To what is fanciful and true?
In vain the cold museum tries To break with labels from its dream, But still a headless torso cries, Against our knowledge things yet seem.
The pure conception grandly flings A path beyond the precipice, And soon a miracle of wings Will quit the sleeping chrysalis.
The poet, calm above all age, Must be the actor with his fan, The swift horse, blossom, joy and rage, Within the booth of his Japan.
Ah, could we win that ideal first, Clear water in the glass that stands Transparent, patient for all thirst, The KHes never grasped by hands!